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secret of eternal life; this violation of the first principles of art-—that is to say? of the rhythm of feeling and proportion, is not possible in France. I ask the reader to recall what was said on the subject of the Club, Tavern, and Villa. We have a surplus population of more than two million women, the tradition that chastity is woman's only virtue still survives, the Tavern and its adjunct Bohemianism have been sup-pressed^ and the Villa is omnipotent and omnipresent ; tennis-playing, church on Sundays, and suburban hops engender a craving for excitement for the far away, for the unknown; but the Villa with its tennis-playing, church on Sundays, and suburban hops will not surrender its own existence, it must take a part in the heroic deeds that happen in the Mountains of the Moon; it will have heroism in its own pint pot. Achilles and Merlin must be replaced by Uncle Jim and an undergraduate; and so the Villa is the author of "Bider Haggard," "Hugh Conway," "Robert Buchanan/1 and the author of "The House on the Marsh."
I read two books by Mr. Christie Murray, "Joseph's Coat1* and "Bainbow Gold," and one by Messrs, Bosant and Bice,—"The Seamy Side." It is difficult to criticise such work, there is absolutely nothing to say but that it is as suited to the mental needs of the Villa as the baker's loaves and the butcher's rounds of beef are to the physical I do not think that any such literature is found in any other country. In France some tihree or four men produce works of art, the rest of the fiction of lie country w         by diiToront
